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On Personal Responsibility 


Stephen Harper 
And The Politics 
Of Resentment 





By Allan Sheppard 


Every year or two | find myself 
turning, in my contributions to 
ASN, to one of my favourite poems: 
The Death of the Hired Man, by 
Robert Frost. 


The poem follows a conversation 
between a New England farmer 
and his wife about a former hired 
hand, who had quit their farm in 
the fall, during haying time when 
his help was most needed, to work 
for a neighbour for some extra 
tobacco money. Now in winter, 
the man is back, promising to hel 

with summer work on the farm. The 
farmer recalls how disagreeable 


his sometime employee 
was—cantankerous, difficult, 
undependable, disloyal; how many 
promises he had broken. 

The wife senses a troubling motive 
for the man’s return: 


‘Warren; she said, ‘he has come 
home to die: You needn't be afraid 
he'll leave you this time’ 


The brief exchange that follows 
captures wisdom of the poem 
and of any discussion, meditation, 
or sermon on_ core human 
values: home, family, friendship, 
community. 


‘Home, he mocked gently. 
‘Yes, what else but home? ... 


iL 


‘Home is the place where, when 
you have to go there, They have to 
take you in! 


‘| should have called it Something 
you somehow haven't to deserve: 
Home, for the farmer, is where 
one lives as a privilege. He resents 
the idea that it should be given 
to anyone who does not, by his 


standards, deserve it. 


Home, for his wife, is where one is 
entitled to be, by right, in common 
humanity. She feels compassion for 
the hired man. She does not want 
or need to judge who deserves her 
compassion or does not. 


Home, in the poem, is more than 
is understood by the farmer and 
his wife in their conversation. It is 
a metaphor for all relationships 


McCauley Writers Atlas 
Call For Submissions! 


In 2014, a group of local writers are publishing the 2nd Edition 
of McCauley Writers Atlas, a series of limited run chapbooks 
featuring poetry, street writing, found art, zinery, photography 
and other creative musings on Edmonton's dynamic 
downtown McCauley community. 


We are seeking one-page or postcard submissions from 
residents, writers and artists. All contributors will be given 
copies of the McCauley Writers Atlas, set to be published in fall 
2014. 


Please mail submissions, including a return address, to: 


McCauley Writers Atlas 

C/O E4C McCauley Apartments 
B08 9541 108A Avenue 
Edmonton, AB 

T5H 4G8 


You can also email submissions to: 
mccauleywritersatlas@gmail.com 





THE VIEWES PRESENTED IN THIS PUBLICATION ARE THOSE OF THE VIEWER 





in which membership is gained 
by birth, adoption, naturalization 


or simple acceptance: family, 
community, team, clan, tribe, 
country. 


| was moved to revisit The Death of 
the Hired Man, by recent actions of 
Prime Minister Stephen Harper and 
his government, particularly the 
so-called Fair Elections Act. 

If, as | believe, citizenship is a 
shared and sharable right, akin to 
shared membership in a home, 
then the benefits of citizenship are 
held every bit as rightfully as the 
amenities of home. The right to 
vote is just as firm and inalienable 
as the right to food, shelter, and 
companionship. 


The benefits of home and country 
are rights we share in common 
humanity and citizenship; they 
cannot be given and taken at 
the self-interested whim of any 
authority. The wife argues, | believe 
rightly, that the hired man’s many 
faults weigh less in the scales of 
everyday justice than the humanity 
ai and her husband share with 
im. 


None of us is perfect. We have to 
cut each other some slack, if for no 
other reason than to get along: not, 
as the cliché suggests, in the sense 
of getting along to get ahead, but 
in the generous sense of getting 
along simply because it is the 
right thing for people who share a 
common space to do. 


One might expect the leader of 
a big-tent political party, as the 


Drop-in Centre 1, 4th Avenue SE 


All clients of The DI may access meal services. 
Meals and snacks are provided at no charge to 


federal Progressive Conservatives 
and other parties once aspired to 
be, in a big-tent country, as the 
Canada | grew up in at times was 
(or at least pretended or aspired 
to be), would agree with that basic 
principle, and practice it. 


Not so. Stephen  Harper’s 
Conservatives are defiantly not a 
big tent party. Nor do he and his 
enablers look upon Canada as a big 
tent country. They just want to hold 
on to the big stick of power, by any 
means. 

Stephen Harper’s. politics of 
resentment does not appeal to our 
common humanity. It appeals to 
the common inhumanity that we 
are all capable of and occasionally 
succumb to. It is to play the fear 
card from the suit of paranoia in a 
doctored deck called the politics- 
of-resentment. 


Against the experience and advice 
of experts at Elections Canada 
and other agencies; without any 
evidence beyond anecdotal reports 
from partisans; without research 
showing how many, if any, voters 
in previous elections registered 
fraudulently, the Conservatives 
have introduced legislation to 
prevent voter fraud that probably 
does not exist. 


Of course, we know that election 
scams are possible; Conservatives 
and others have been caught out 
committing questionable acts 
involving, for example, fraudulent 
robo-calls and broken fundraising 
and accounting regulations. What 
we do not know is whether fraud 





has been common and if it has 
ever changed the outcome of a 
single poll, let alone an election: 
in the case of practices tackled 
by the legislation, because the 
research has never been done; in 
the case of election dirty tricks, 
because the Conservatives use 
their parliamentary majority to 
avoid enquiries. 


We know that Canadians most 
likely to be affected by stringent 
voter identification rules have 
what we might call a high 
resentment quotient among the 
Conservatives’ support base. They 
move frequently; they are poor, 
homeless, addicted, young, old, 
indigent, often women; they are 
Aboriginals, immigrants (though 
not the moneyed immigrants now 
favoured by the Conservatives), 
refugees; they are inmates, and 
former inmates. Anyone in one 
or more of those categories can 
be resented by more fortunate 
Canadians, often simply for being 
what they are. Mr. Harper knows 
any effort to disenfranchise them 
will find defenders. 


The problem is not that Canadians 
in those groups will not be able to 
vote; it’s that there will be more 
ways to discourage or prevent 
them from voting. Members of 
high-resentment-quotient groups 
are less likely to vote, fraudulently 
or otherwise, than Canadians for 
whom the government and _ its 
systems work, or seem to work. Any 
government—and any leader— 
that is serious about governing 
democratically would encourage 


Meals & Food Resources in Calgary 


Emergency Meals - Youth EXIT Youth Shelter 


11216 Ave NE, Calgary 


anyone in need. Food service is offered on the 


2nd Floor daily, 365 days a year. 


Clients who are unable to attend regular meal 
service due to work or school commitmenis, or 
other verifiable appointments can receive a 


bagged lunch. 


Bagged lunches can be arranged by request to 
any staff person, or through the Day Office located 


on the 2nd Floor. 

Meal Schedules 
Breakfast -7:00 a.m. 
Snack - 9:30 a.m. 
Lunch - 12:00 p.m. 
Snack-3:30 p.m. 
Dinner- 6:00 p.m 


Center of Hope 420_9th Avenue SE 


Free for clients 

Open to public for small charge 
Breakfast: $2.50 

Lunch: $3.00 

Dinner: $4.50 


Emergency Meals (24 & Under) 
EXIT Community Outreach 
117-7th Avenue SW, Calgary 
403-262-9953 

Sunday 1 :00 pm -5:00p.m. 


Community Supports 


Monday & Thursday 


Emergency Meals 


403-266-2622 


Thursdays Only -10:30 a.m. 


Food Bank 


Calgary Inter-Faith Food Bank 


403-253-2055 


Food Hamper 


NeighbourLink Calgary 


403-209-1930 


Food Bank 


7 days/week - 4:00 pm - 9:00 p.m. 


Streetlight - Youth for Christ 
Parks at 10th ave & 1 st Street SE 


Food Bank 
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all Canadians to exercise their 
citizenship by inviting qualified 
citizens into the tent of citizen 
engagement, not by keeping them 
out. 


There was a time when only 
landowning men were allowed 
to vote. Advocates for inclusive 
democracy fought, and in some 
cases died, to win universal suffrage 
for all of us. Mr. Harper has now 
joined the ranks of anti-democrats 
in many parts of the world by 
starting what could be process to 
turn what has been a right into a 
privilege, access to which he and 
others like him can control by rules 
and demagoguery. 


Mr. Harper does not stoop to 
explain himself. But | have no doubt 
he would say of his demand that all 
voters have specified identification 
what he says of his refusal to expand 
the Canada Pension Plan to better 
serve vulnerable Canadians: It's 
everyone's personal responsibility, 
not the government's, to look 
after their own retirement needs. 
Likewise it’s every Canadian’s 
personal responsibility to have 
acceptable voter ID. And if you 
can't, well, you probably don't 
deserve to vote anyhow. No harm 
done. 


And so, what should be something 
a Canadian somehow doesn’t have 


to deserve becomes something 
some Canadians somehow cannot 
have, even when they deserve it. 


Muslim Families Network Society: Halal Food 
403-466-6367 


www.MuslimFamiliesNetwork.com 


Food Hamper 
St. Edmund's Anglican Church 


8336-34th Ave NW 
Monday & Thursday 
09:00 am - 12:00 Noon 


Alex Community Health Centre 
Unit 101,1318 Centre Street NE 


Community Meals 


Inn from the Cold 


403-263-8384 


Emergency Food 
CUPS (Calgary Urban Project Society) 


128-7th Avenue SE 


Food Hamper & Meals 

Feed the Hungry, St. Mary's Cathedral 
Sunday Dinner 

3:30 pm - 5:00 p.m. 


Calgary Inter-Faith Food Bank 


403-253-2059 


Food Bank 


Calgary Poppy Fund and Veterans 


Food Bank 


Meals on the street outside City Hall 
Calgary Street Church 
Monday - 6:00pm, 


Wednesday 11:00a.m. 


Friday - 6:00pm Sunday, 1:00 p.m. 


Monday - Friday 10:00 am - 3:00 pm 
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OPINION 


Paying For 
a Just Society 


By Timothy Wild 


Last month, the provincial 
government introduced _Bill1, 
the Savings Management Act. 
According to the government's 
press release, “Bill 1 creates 
the largest. social innovation 
endowment in Canada, supports 
agriculture innovation and 
apprentices, and saves for future 


strategic opportunities” At first 
blush these are all solid social 
policy considerations. After all 


it is essential that new models 
of social finance be explored to 
support the sustainable funding of 
programs and initiatives that will 
result in a more just and inclusive 
Alberta. Social financing, per se, 
is not necessarily a bad thing... 
particularly when usedtoconcretely 
implement a preferential option 
for the poor. 


That being said, one of the 
elements in Bill 1 includes the 
creation of a social innovation 
endowment fund of $1. billion. 
As noted in the press release 
“Resolving complex social issues 
like poverty or family violence 
requires new thinking, new 
approaches, andrisktaking that can 
be more effectively implemented 
outside of traditional government 
approaches.” However, this is 
where the problem begins. | don’t 
think traditional government 
approaches are necessarily bad and 
“new” isn't always effective. Indeed, 
it is only the tired old ideology of 
the current government that has 
led to a lack of effectiveness in 
dealing with complex social issues. 
And this is where the real danger 
of the endowment fund arises; it 
is grounded more in ideology not 
practice. Critics, including the NDP, 
organized labour and the Alberta 
College of Social Workers (ACSW) 
have argued that this so-called 
quest for “innovation” could lead 
to the adoption of Social Impact 


Bonds (SIBs). Social Impact 
Bonds essentially provide a profit 
for “intermediary organizations” 
that meet pre-determined targets 
in the delivery of social services. 
The government will state that 
they want to achieve outcome X 
(a decrease in this or an increase 
in that) and if the intermediary 
organization that successfully bids 
on the contract meets the pre- 
determined outcome, they will be 
rewarded with not only their initial 
investment back, but also with a 
premium in terms of profit. SIBs 
have been used in Peterborough 
England, for example, to reduce 
rates of re-offending for people 
recently released from prison. 


However, critics have suggested 
that the people selected for the 
Peterborough project were less 
likely to reoffend than the prison 
population at large. Therefore, the 
chances of success were unfairly 
increased and a handsome profit 
was essentially ensured. It was 
an example of skimming the 
cream. Secondly, even if a project 
fails, some have also argued that 
the government will still need 
to provide a positive return on 
investment to the intermediary 
organization in order to maintain 
the interest of the private sector 
in this particular model of social 
financing. Thirdly, it has been 
suggested that the cost of 
providing a profit will be more 
expensive than actually increasing 
public expenditures to the 
particular project. 


Finally, if the model is adopted, 
returning to the idea of “skimming”, 
there is a possibility that only 
social issues with a chance of 
easier resolution will be offered 
to SIBs; other, more complex 
issues, such as poverty (including 
child poverty), homelessness and 
family violence, will be largely 
ignored and left to the margins of 
serious policy consideration. All 
in all then, while social financing 
broadly defined may be worthy 
of consideration, the ideologically 
driven, yet unproven model of 
Social Impact Bonds must be 


treated with caution. And, before 
they are blindly accepted as a 
“best practice”, it is essential that 
rigorous and objective evaluations 
be undertaken and their results 
publically and widely considered — 
warts and all. 


There are very real problems 
with SIBs. However, as mentioned, 
that is not to say that all models 
of social financing should be 
summarily dismissed. But it is 
important that these models be 
used to augment, as opposed to 
take the place of, public sector 
financing. As noted, the provincial 
government suggests that these 
new approaches will be more 
effective at solving the complex 


social issues than “traditional 
government approaches” This 
is patently false. Traditional 


approaches, both globally and 
in pre-1993 Alberta, were more 
effective at dealing with these 
complex issues than is currently 
the case when so many “solutions” 
are left to the vagaries of charity 
and the private sector. Poverty 
rates did decrease during the post- 
War years. 


Opportunities for advancement 
were provided through accessible 
post-secondary education. There 
was considerably less income 
disparity. Welfare rates did provide 
some measure of economicdignity. 
Workers did have more rights in 
the workplace. To be sure, it was 
certainly at a financial collective 
cost through higher taxes, but we 
were on our way to becoming a 
more just, humane and inclusive 
society. Traditional approaches 
did work and the government 
was able to deal more effectively 
with complex issues than in these 
retrograde days of short-sighted, 
“lean” government. Simply put, 
complex social issues are not 
solved through one big idea or 
the adoption of the flavour of the 
week, but through the provision 
of a comprehensive social policy 
framework; a framework that | 
believe needs to be based in a 
greener and more gender-neutral 
version of the Keynesian Welfare 


State! 


The question becomes “How 
will we pay for all of this?” Social 
financing will play a part. But the 
real answer, especially in Alberta, is 
the re-introduction of progressive 
taxation and a re-evaluation of our 
royalty rates. As noted by Public 
Interest Alberta, the Edmonton 
Social Planning Council and the 
ACSW significant changes could be 
made to corporate and personal 
income taxes that “could bring in an 
additional $1.2 billion - $2.0 billion 
per year and still be the lowest tax 
jurisdiction in the country”. And 
we could do a lot with those funds, 
particularly in terms of reducing 
poverty in our wealthy province. 


Social financing has a place 
in building a better, just and 
sustainable future for our province. 
But it should not be at the expense 
of the certainty of government 
provision. Because, after all, when 
government works it works! 
public finances. According to 
the Canadian Centre for Policy 
Alternatives, in their Alternative 
Federal Budget (2014), if the annual 
RRSP contribution was limited to a 
maximum of $20,000, this would 
result in savings to the government 
of over $1 billion. Moreover, the 
much-hyped Tax-Free Savings 
Account (though not technically 
a retirement vehicle) provides tax 
shelters to wealthier Canadians at a 
cost to the public treasury. 


So, what does this mean? Well, 
when it comes right down to it, the 
only way to truly ensure individual 
rights it through a solid foundation 
of collective provision. Otherwise 
it is, as noted by Billy Bragg, merely 
“privilege extended” That being 
the case, we really need to keep an 
eye on what is happening in the 
pensions world because it took a 
long time to create a functional 
public system, and can be 
dismantled with startling ease; it is 
happening even as we speak. The 
topic and reality of public pensions 
should be of interest to all of us. 


Resources in Edmonton 


SOMETHING TO EAT... SOMEWHERE TO SLEEP... SOMEONE TO TALK TO... 
HOURS VARY - CALL 211 FOR MORE INFORMATION FOR WOMEN 24-HOUR CRISIS LINES \ 
Bissell Centre - daily sandwiches 780-423-2285 ext.140 Women's Emergency Accommodation 780-423-5302 Child Abuse Hotline 1-800-387-5437 
as oe ¢ Ffencdshis Room F611 181A Ayerwe Crisis Support Centre Distress Line 780-482-4357 
10527 96 Street FOR MEN Kids Help Phone 1-800-668-4868 
Herb Jamieson Centre 780-429-3470 ret 

Boyle St. Community Services - daily lunch 780-424-4106 10014 105A Avenue Seniors’ Abuse Helpline 780-454-8888 
10116 105A e isis Lit 

venu' Salvation Amy Short-Term Residence 780-429-4274 Sexual Assault Crisis Line 780-423-4121 
Edmonton’s Food Bank - foodhampers 780-425-4190 961] 102 Avenue 
(must call} IMMIGRATION SERVICES 
Hope Mission 780-422-2018 FOR WOMEN & MEN Catholic Social Services 780-424-3545 
9908 106 Avenue George Spady Centre (intoxicated) 780-424-8335 10709 105 Street - 

; 10015 105A Avenue ‘ f 
Marian Centre - daily lunch 780-424-3544 Changing Together - 780-421-0175 
10528 98 Street Hope Mission 780-422-2018 A Centre for mmigrant Women 
MeCauley Seniors Drop in (55+) 780-408-2970 9908 106 Avenue 3rd Floor, 10010 105 Street 
9526 106 Avenue YMCA Downtown Housing (smail fee} 780-421-9622 Edmonton Mennonite Centre 780-424-7709 
Mustard Seed - evening meals 780-426-5600 tet Ba ebiaeniehie= 
10635 96 Street 11713 82 Street 

— FOR YOUTH 
Salvation Army - food hampers Hope Mission Youth Shelter 780-422-2018 . COUNSELLING SERVICES (NO-FEE/SLIDING SCALE) 
9620 101A Avenue (drop in) 780-424-9222 9908 106 Avenue City of Edmonton 780-496-4777 
1241 Hyndman Road {by appointment) 780-472-6743 Youth Empowerment and 780-468-7070 Assessment and Short-term Counselling é 
Support Services - Shelter The Family Centre 780-424-5580 
9310 82 Avenue Urban Counseliric het 780-424-4106 ext.272 


DIAL 780-482-INFO IF 211 IS NOT AVAILABLE IN YOUR AREA 


FOR ADDITIONAL RESOURCES, PLEASE CALi 2-1-1 


DIAL 780-482-INFO If 211 iS NOT AVAILABLE IN YOUR AREA 





Funding Cut 
Further Disables 
Those Most in 
Need Due To 
Disabilities 


Since the fire at Dwayne’s Home 
on February 12th things seem to 
have faded from the news with 
the competition of the Olympics 
and the events in the Ukraine but 
| am left with lingering questions 
that won't leave me. My daughter 
has a friend that lives in Dwayne’s 
Home, so naturally at the point of 
the breaking news we were quite 
distressed until the radio arrived 
at the announcement that all but 
one of the 130 inhabitants had 
escaped unharmed from a major 
fire involving forty fire fighters 
and fourteen pieces of firefighting 


equipment. Only one was in 
hospital after trying to drop from 
the third floor window. 

The first question that bothered 
me was why that many high 
needs disabled people were being 
housed under such concentrated 
conditions. We had never been 
allowed to visit. It seemed to 
me that it didn’t take a lot of 
imagination to conclude that this 
might be a recipe for disaster. The 
newspapers said this was a third 
fire. My friend’s worker said that 
the first two were waste basket 
fires. Still there is a feeling that 
we should be responding to what 
should be a wake up call before 
something worse happens. 


When | speak for my daughter's 
friend | am speaking for someone 
whose ability to speak for herself 
is not the best. She has fetal 
alcohol syndrome, developmental 
delay and schizophrenia. Even 
though she has tried to speak; 
she attended a demonstration 
to protest the cutting of funding 
by the government to PDD, 
People with Developmental 
Delay, someone in her condition 
seems easy to ignore. Since the 
cutting of this budget her life 


has spiralled severely downward. 
She was cut her staffing for the 
weekend although her weekday 
staffing remained the same. Her 
fetal alcohol syndrome makes 
social decisions difficult. She is 
easily led and since many disabled 
people are co-morbid with a lot 
of alcohol and drug involvement 
combined with the fact that much 
of the disabled community live 
and associate in a ghetto, she is 
frequently making poor decisions 
led by the men she associates 
with. The poor social decisions are 
a result of her illness. The ghetto 
is a consequence of stigma that 
has come with the disabilities of 
mental illness and developmental 
delay. 


Since the loss of her PDD 
weekend staff, she has become 
evicted from her apartment. While 
in Dwayne’s\Home she was not 
able to make the decision to not 
accept a ride with a stranger ona 
bitterly cold night and from what 
she said, was raped. Now 
she was temporarily displaced 
because of this fire. Her latest 
phone call to me was about a flood 
due to broken water pipes. She is 
constantly complaining about the 


ALBERTA STREETNEWS 5 


amount of drinking and fighting 
that is going on. 


From the two days that | housed 
her | can tell she is extremely 
disabled and needs every dollar 
she was getting, if not more, as do 
all the staff and administration who 
deal with her. There is no excuse for 
her or anyone like her having their 
funding cut in the past or in the 
future. | have no way of knowing 
if all the other residents are as 
disabled as she is but from things 
said to me | suspect that the answer 
might be yes. 


She is of Aboriginal background 
and whether her fetal alcohol could 
be linked to abuse in residential 
schools is something | will never 
know. | do know that disability 
costs big time and we can't shirk 
our responsibility. 


The biggest question that looms 
so large is why we ask the budget to 
be balanced on the back of people 
so disabled while those who can 
pay don’t. Why are the oil royalties 
so low and the defenceless asked to 
pay. Where are the knight errant’s 
now? 





The 
Pony Cart 





By Sharon Austin 


The strong sun of early March 
shone down across the blanket 
of fresh fluffy snow. Some of the 
snowflakes caught the light and 
sparkled like diamonds flashing 
their tiny glimmers of red and gold. 
These are the snowflakes that | 
remembered, not the plain white 
unremarkable flakes of snow that 
blended.together as one. “Just 
like our lives,’ | thought. It is the 
wonderful sparkling moments that 
we remember, not the ordinary 
days that fade so swiftly into years. 
It was then | remembered the 
Easter pony cart.... 


Asayoung bride | lived neara lake 
in a small cabin without benefit 
of running water and only an old 
wood stove for cooking and heat. 
Nearby there was a little general 
store that catered to the boaters 
and snowmobilers as well as the 
people of the community. The 
storekeepers were an older couple 
who had come from England 
many years before and still had 
their English accents. The woman, 
Ruby, reminded me of the queen 
with her perfectly coiffed white 
hair and her air of superiority. Her 
hands were knarled and bent with 
arthritis but she kept her long 
fingernails painted a bright red 
and she wore beautiful expensive 
jewellery. Ruby knew everyone 
and everything that went on in the 
community and she had a strong 
opinion on it all. 


Although her hands were 
crippled, Ruby had cut out a 
pony and a pony cart from white 
Styrofoam. She had trimmed it 
with gold ribbon and sequins 
and the cart was filled with bright 
plastic flowers of yellow, purple, 
and pink. When | went to the 
store, | saw the bright pony cart 
sitting on the counter for sale. 


A father with two young girls 
entered the store. They were 
obviously very poor as his jacket 
was old and faded and his pants 
were torn. The older girl was also 
dressed shabbily and the little 
one’s hair was matted at the back 
and her coat was way too small. 
“Look Daddy, isn’t it beautiful!” 
the girls were staring at the pony 
cart in awe. “Can we have it please, 


please Daddy!" the 
pleaded clutching her father’s leg. 
| could see that her sparkly brown 
eyes were badly crossed and my 
heart broke a little for her. She still 
had that sweet innocence; secure 
in her father’s love she felt pretty 
and valued. 


“You shouldn't buy the pony 
cart, “Ruby exclaimed loudly. “You 
could buy a couple of quarts of 
milk and some bread for that 
price.” | could see that the older 
girl was embarrassed by her down 
cast eyes and the way she was 
scuffing her boot back and forth 
on the floor. She was about ten 
and | could tell she had already 
faced the rejection at school that 
comes with poverty and being 
different. 


The father looked down at his 
little girl and smiled, “Anything for 
my sweet girls.” he said. I'll take 
the cart and two chocolate bars.” 
Rigid with _ self-righteousness, 
Ruby glared at him muttering 
under her breath. The little girl 
began to jump up and down and 
a happy smile lit up the older girl's 
face. As soon as they were out the 
door Ruby turned to me. “Can 
you believe that,’ she said angrily. 
“They're on welfare! He shouldn't 
be wasting his money on stuff like 
that!” 


They were still in the parking lot 
when | walked out; the father was 
rolling a cigarette and the girls 
were snuggled together in the 
back seat each holding half of the 
cart. They smiled at me, their faces 
wreathed in chocolate and joy. | 


little one understood perfectly. The father 


had bought them a tiny slice of 
joy in a world that is so often filled 
with sadness and disappointment. 
He couldn't buy them a bicycle or 
pretty dresses for Easter but he 
could make them happy with the 
pony cart. Those girls would be 
in their fifties now and the father 
has probably passed on but | can 
imagine them saying to each other, 
“Remember when Dad bought us 
that pony cart from the little store? 
We thought it was so beautiful!” “ 
He loved us so much!” 


We all have our moments to 
remember. It doesn’t matter what 
pain or sadness may follow, the 
beautiful shining moments are 
never dimmed in our memories. | 
remember the look on my oldest 
son’s face when he showed me his 
newborn baby boy, neverimagining 
that he would join the ranks of the 
week-end fathers. My daughter 
was So full of joy and promise at her 
graduation; how could she know 
that all her dreams would shatter 
through the ravages of illness. | 
remember going to sleep listening 
to the beautiful strains of Fir Elise 
and the Phantom of the Opera 
as my youngest son practiced his 
piano. Now he is a cheerful voice 
on the phone half a world away.... 
Like the glistening snowflakes, our 
moments to remember make life a 
beautiful thing 
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How | Found 
God on Hi-Way 2 





By John Zapantis 


My long journey to an 
emotional recovery was in its final 
phase. | had been traveling across 
Canada for about a four year period, 
from 1989 to 1993, living the life of 
a homeless, casual labourer, hitch 
hiking from one major Canadian 
city to another while living out 
of homeless shelters in Calgary, 
Vancouver, Regina, Winnipeg, 
Toronto, Ottawa, Hamilton, 
Montreal and Sydney, Nova Scotia. 


After calling it quits with one 
of my x-girlfriend’s over her 
drinking and drugging habits 
while numbing her pains, | felt the 
only way to the road to emotional 
rehabilitation was to hit the hi-way 
and travel the land to forget and 
forgive and the pain that went with 
watching over someone, who was 
in constant pain for her personal 
reasons. Trying to save her world 
was enough to drive anyone 
insane. | survived, after having 


gone through 11 evictions while 
trying to calm down my “party 
animal X” and her self-destructive 
ways. After seeing all of Canada, 
during that four year stint while 
re-discovering my “normal self” 
once again, | was on the last leg 
of my journey, struggling to get 


off the shoulder of Hi-Way 2 where 


| was dropped off earlier by a kind 
motorist just outside of Red Deer at 
around 8 p.m. on a hot sweltering 
July summer evening in 1993. 


| was totally frustrated at this 
point, standing out on Hi-Way 2, 
hoping to get another lift from 
someone, who would drive me 
the rest of the way to Edmonton, 
where | could finally put an end 
to my journey and settle in back 
home while recovering from my 
losses. The wait to get picked up 
off that road seemed like a long 
one to endure. | was being eaten 
alive by the hoards of mosquitoes 
that swarmed around my body like 
| was some human smorgasbord 
and with a sing - all you could eat 
for free! 


The motorists were just as 
ruthless as those uninvited 
predators that were eating me 
alive. Whenever the odd motorist 
passed by me, they'd either put 
on the big tease by honking and 
waving an ignorant goodbye to 
me as they continued on their 
way or the odd one would honk 
to grab my attention, then stick his 
index finger in his mouth telling 
me what he thought of me! That 
was the longest time | ever recall 
standing out on the shoulder of a 
hi-way trying to get a ride to the 
next destination. 

It was around 10 in the evening 
and I'd estimate that | was waiting 
out there for about a two hour 
period while hundreds of cars 
passed by me. Then it dawned on 
me. | remembered in my previous 











A Pre - Plan For The 
St Louis Hotel Centennial 


By Andie W.L. 


My affair with the St Louis Hotel 
started in the early eighties and the 


talk of its closing has been going on 


for the last seven years. It actually 


closed for the last time on July 31, 
2007. This was the end of an era 
and in looking at what the closure 
meant to me, | realized the St Louis 
will turn one hundred years old in 
2014. 


Standing in front, | conjure up 
an image in my mind of what the 
Louie looks like today then reflect 
back to how it would have looked 
in the post World War 1 years, or 
around the time it was built. 


| have had conversations with 
some of the people, who know 
about the Louie on 8th Avenue & 
Ath St SE. Some have told me that 
they recall stories from chatting 
with the ones who lived in the area 


for decades until their. passing... 


They fondly remember that a 
glass of beer in the early years was 
five cents a glass! It had to have 
been like that for the longest time, 
perhaps for decades, because | 
remember drinking. there when 
draft was twenty cents a glass. 
| remember this like it was just 
yesterday. 


Back then, in the day time hours, | 
was standing out at the side door 
of the Imperial Hotel panhandling 
for change. Back then, during 
daylight hours, | would be on my 
own for short periods of time. 
It took a long, often desperate 
time of panhandling to just make 
forty cents for two glasses of 
draft beer! | had to loiter around 
the hotel’s front street area for at 
least a couple of hours just to get 
a handful of pennies. To count the 
pennies | would walk over to the 
Chinese grocery store in the Burns 
building on the corner of 8th 
Avenue and Macleod Trail SE. to 


convert the. change into quarters.’ * 


travels, running into the odd 
Christian, who had had shared 
their testimony of how Jesus came 
into their life. Often | was told by 
these good souls that if you asked 
Christ to come into your life, he’d 
always answer your prayers. All 
you had to do was repent and ask 
for forgiveness for your sins. From 
there your prayers would always 
be answered and God would 
always take care of you. 


| got down to the serious business 
of things. | was feeling confused by 
my situation and thought, ‘What 
the heck, what do | have to lose?’ 
| called out in frustration, while 
the many car’s headlights passed 
by me. Sucking it all in, feeling like 
| was going insane, fatigued by 
all my traveling, | made my voice 
heard. | said, “God if your really out 
there, please verify that you exist. 
Please bring me a motorist as soon 
as possible. | accept you as my 
saviour. Please forgive me for my 
sins. Please show me a sign. Show 
me that you care about me. Amen.’ 
Would you believe it? Within 
about one minute a white beat up 
old car pulled up right in front of 
me. The motorist was this old man 
with graying long hair and glasses. 
As he flung open his passenger 
door, | could hear Christian music 
playing out from his radio. He 
asked me, “Have you received the 
Word of the Lord?” 


|, amazed by this miracle, 
answered without hesitation, “Yes 


| have. Praise the Lord, Hallelujah. 


The Lord has answered my prayer. 
He’s speaking through you Sir. | 
asked him to verify his powers, 
just before you picked me up. 
He verified his powers speaking 
through you”. The motorist then 


let out a roaring laughter and said, 
“There you go, the Good Lord 
works in mysterious ways!” 





- Andie outside the St. Louis Hotel in Calgary 


| then jumped into his vehicle. 
| thanked him for being the one 
that God chose, to not only verify 
his powers, but for being a good 
hearted soul in opening up his 
heart to give me my ride home 
safely to Edmonton. 


We both had exchanged stories 
about our personal journeys before 
arriving to Edmonton. | know one 
thing for certain, when there was 
no God in my life, |, like a lot of 
non-believers, experienced one 
hardship after another and was 
never content with my everyday 
life. Since discovering God on Hi- 
Way 2 | learned that the power of 
prayer can always have a certain 
calling for believers. When my 
calling came in 1994, | asked God 
to rekindle an old passion | once 
had for writing, while a writer for 
our elementary school newspaper, 
The Alex Taylor Journal. 


When | got down to some 
serious praying, the powers that 
be granted my request. That old 
writer was reborn once again 
and God found me a rightful and 
honorary place in an established 
community of newsprint as a free 
lance journalist. Since that time, 
I've had a very successful journey 
writing for over 13 community 
publications in Edmonton during 
my 20 years as a short story writer 
and free lance journalist. 


My journey on that hi-way of 
hard knocks seemed like a never 
ending hell, but when | discovered 
the power of prayer, | found out in 
a wonderful hurry, that there was 
a new alternative route hiding 
right around that bend called the 
Hi-Way to Heaven! 
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What a Life 


By Ryan Robertson 


Lost... 

And then 

Found 

Loved 

And unloved. 
Believed in 

And 

Disbelief 

Caught in 

My own trap 
Released in time 
To catch up 

To 

Everything.... 
What a nightmare... 
What a travesty.... 
What a life 

| live! 


This was all so | would be able to 
buy two draft. 


Today if | were standing out in 
front of one of the Grill and Sports 
Bar places, like near 8th Avenue 
and 1 St. SW., and_ | asked for 
spare change, | would instantly 
get a dollar in silver or if | was 
lucky enough, be given a loonie or 
a toonie, in my hand. 


1914 was during the Prohibition 
years and | know there were the 
dirt roads and the horse and buggy 
was the way to get transported in 
to town. Houses were built in the 
area before the St Louis was built. 
There were already houses being 
built there in the early 1800's. For 
decades to come there were illegal 
brothels run by the madams on 
each side of 8th Avenue down 
the street to where Fort Calgary 
is today. The Fort Calgary area is 
where Calgary first started. There 
was illegal bootleg whiskey being 
broughtin to sell to the Aboriginals 
in the area.. The surrounding 
Aboriginal people from the Treaty 
7 Reserve regularly came into the 
area in horse and buggy to shop at 
the local markets. The Aboriginals 
weren't allowed to drink in the 


Be Positive 


By Ryan Robertson 


When all 

Is said 

And all is done 

It would be nice 

To be remembered 
As someone 

Who genuinely 
Cared for mankind 
Instead of being 
The person 

Who was miserable 
And thought 

Of ways 

To be vindictive 
And bring 

People down 

To a low level 

That’s simply 

Is no way to carry on.... 


saloons and hotels back in that 
era. This is partly why the settlers 
of the land traded, flour, sugar 
and tea, beads, furs, cloth, and 
trinkets. Many materials were sold 
or traded for the illegal bootleg 
whiskey that ended up being very 
harmful to Aboriginals. 


The Aboriginals in those early 
years were given day pass and 
had to be back on the Reservation 
at a certain time. In those days 
Aboriginals weren't allowed to 
vote when the civic election day 
came for the mayor and alderman. 
In 1914 the high end of this era, 
the middle class drove their old 
model cars, into the area where 
Calgary began. 


Many of the immigrants, 
were Hungarian and Polish and 
some other races. Woman in the 
area wore long corset dresses and 
feathered straw hats. The men 
wore their cotton or wool trousers 
with suspenders, and always had 
their styled silk hats and their 
usual long sleeved shirts. Shoes 
were rare to find in town and were 
made at a local shoe maker shop. 
There were even Hutterites in 
the early years who settled in the 
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surrounding areas of the Calgary. 
The Chinese settled in the area, set 
up their own businesses and lived 
in the buildings that they owned 
and rented. 


For almost three decades | 
lived in the East village area and | 
remember mingling with several 
generations of Aboriginals that 
lived in the Treaty 7 area. | can’t 
forget how | saw Polish and 
Hungarian families that lived in 
the area that are now over three 
generations. The grandparents 
came and now their grandchildren 
are grown up. 


In the resurrection of the Louis, 
a few groups and organizations 
that can get involved are; the City 
of Calgary Landmark Corporation, 
the Calgary Petroleum Club 
and the Oil Sands Corporation 
Sector. This list also includes the 
Stampede Board and Committees 
and the East Village Committees, 
people residing in the area, like the 
Aboriginal community, The Senior 
Apt Buildings, the Carter Place, 
Murdock Manor, King Towers, 
and the Edwards Place; all these 
people and organizations can get 
together, If they haven't done so 





already. Many are already involved 
in their working committees. The 
priority is to organize fundraisers 
and make it to the Centennial year 
so the festivities and celebration in 
bringing back the Louie can begin. 


The St. Louie is just one of six 
Calgary Hotels that predate World 
War 1. The Louie is classified as a 
Heritage Building and the CMLLC is 
diligently working to rejuvenate 
this historical building so it can 
begin a new life in East Village. (St. 
Louis Hotel - Calgary Landmarks, 
CMLC). 


To be continue in the next 
edition of Alberta Street News 
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THEIR STORIES : 


Vendor Feature 


By Eric Rice 


Bill Cunningham has been a street 
newspaper vendor for many years. 
He started selling Spare Change, 
and has kept up with it as the 
paper changed names, ended and 
started again as Edmonton Street 
News. It is the only thing he has 
to supplement his AISH income, 
which gives him money to pay 
rent on a small apartment but not 
enough to buy things like suppers 
out or toiletries. He says that selling 
the paper has changed. Too many 
people over the years have sold 
papers when they’re drunk or under 
the influence of drugs. He says it 
has ruined it for other vendors who 
are selling to feed their families, or 
who have disabilities and need it 
badly to support themselves. 


As we speak a mature couple 
stop. They're walking a young child, 
and they give the child a toonie to 
give to Bill for the paper. He smiles 
broadly at the youngster. He misses 
talking to people. Sometimes 
people stop, but not regularly. 


Bill was born in Edmonton in 
1965 and attended many schools 
including Archbishop O'Leary 
and Ross Sheppard High Schools, 
but dropped out halfway through 
Grade 11. He might have drifted 
into work or some other path, 
but something happened at that 
point that changed his life. He was 
out one morning playing street 
hockey, and he found a wallet on 
the sidewalk. He was a sixteen- 
year-old kid who stumbled onto 


Bill waits for a customer. 


$2,500 cash. In 1981 that was a lot 
of money. A friend and him went 
to Vancouver to party for a couple 
weeks, and ended up staying for 
more than 20 years. After the initial 
money ran out he started dealing 
pot and hash. Eventually he was 
busted, but they took it easy on 
him and gave him a conditional 
release. His habits went from 


bad to worse, and he started to 
practice welfare fraud, utilizing 
fake ids to collect benefits for five 
or six fictitious people. 


When he got caught this time he 
broke down in front of the judge 
and she took pity on him. The 
sentence was reduced from 3 years 
in jail to 15 months in a bush camp 


ILL CUNNINGHAM 


Photo by Eric Rice 


working hard, eating well and 
actually earning a bit of money. 
He finished his high school there 
as well. When he got out he came 
back home, and started working. 


Substances have been a 
challenge for Bill since his teenage 
years. In his time in Vancouver, 





alcohol, pot and hash were his 
friends and his enemies. When he 
came back to Edmonton and tried 
to get his life together he found that 
prescription pain killers and valium 
became his drugs of choice. Valium, 
he says, is a tough thing to kick. It 
has a euphoric effect but soon the 
body builds a resistance and you 
need more and more of it to get 
high. Withdrawal is painful and 
debilitating. About ten years ago 
he entered a treatment program to 
get clean, and has been on slowly 
decreasing amounts of methadone 
ever since. He is on AISH because of 
that and because of a leg condition 
that keeps him from working. 


As we're standing a young 
lady comes up and asks him to 
hold a sign for her. Her cousin was 
somewhere on Whyte Avenue 
and they were looking for him. He 
accepts willingly. It’s another way 
to be part of the community. 


He’s settled down quite a bit 
in his later years. His health has 
taken a beating from the drug and 
alcohol use. His energy is down, 
and he sells no more than 2 or 3 
days a week. He also trades hockey 
cards. He says that some of the 
people who pass him by ignore him 
or give him a rough time, but he is 
polite to everyone. He wonders 
about the people who can’t be 
kind. Life hasn’t been easy for him 
but he’s still trying, and that, he 
figures, earns him some respect. He 
wonders aloud about who has the 
bigger problem, the people who 
have money and jobs and are jerks, 
or him? 


Bill works in front of When Pig's fly on Whyte Avenue, Edmonton 
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Three Things 
You Need To 
Know About Sex 
Work In Canada 


By Amee Barber 


1. Until recently, the sale of sex 
was not actually illegal under 
the Canadian criminal code, but 
everything surrounding it was: 
living off the avails, procuring, 
soliciting and maintaining a bawdy 
house. What this meantis that either 
working for a sex worker, being 
found to be in a place maintained 
for sex work or communicating in 
public for the purpose of buying 
or selling sexual services were all 
deemed criminal acts. As a result, 
sex workers could not legally hire 
body guards or drivers and, in 
some instances, even had trouble 
securing child care. At the same 


time, this legal arrangement meant 
that municipalities could license 
sex work. The City of Edmonton, 
for example, charges an annual 
license fee for escort workers 
of approximately $2000. In 
Edmonton, as in many other cities, 
a sex worker can sell her services 
as long as she has the discussion 
about the exchange in a private 
place. Unfortunately, in exchange 
for this license, the sex worker 
is conceived of as independent 
contractor and is not entitled to 
the protections or employment 
benefits other workers may have 
such as employment insurance or 
maternity leave. 


2. On December 21, 2013 the 
Supreme Court of Canada ruled 
that Canadian legislation against 
soliciting, living on the avails of 
prostitution and keeping a brothel 
was unconstitutional after finding 
that they negatively impacted 
the security and safety of sex 
workers. It was argued that if sex 
workers were able to establish 
a regular place of business and 
hire body guards, then they 
would be protected from the 


harms of the industry. The 
Court gave Parliament one year 
to come up with a new legislative 
scheme before the old laws 
became unenforceable. Although 
the majority Conservative 
government would like to see 
the continued  criminalization 
of sex work, they face a strong 
opposition composed of other 
political parties, academics and 
activists, who would like to see 
massage parlors, escort agencies, 
strip clubs and brothels emerge 
from operating underground. 
The parliamentary debate 
related to sex work legislation 
will likely incite a great number 
of conversations across the 
nation. Before engaging in these 
conversations, | encourage you do 
think about your own assumptions 
and about what legalization could 
mean for women who work in 
the industry. Thinking about the 
possibilities gets us away from 
focusing on instances of harms 
within the industry, which may in 
fact be caused or exacerbated by 
the current legal system. 


3. The sex industry is highlight 


Stratified, just like any other 
industry. Different occupational 
profiles are associated with 
different levels of risk and earnings. 
Independent escort workers are 
either in-call (clients come to their 
house) orout-call (they gotoahotel 
or the client’s house). Independent 
escort workers are typically the 
highest earners. On the other 
hand, some sex workers work for 
an agency (an escort agency or a 
massage parlor) and therefore are 
not entirely independent. They 
must abide by house rules, pay a 
percentage to the operator and 
have limited discretion in what 
clients they take on. Depending 
on the arrangement with the 
operator, the earnings of these 
workers vary. Generally the lowest 
earners are street sex workers, 
who operate either independently 
or with a pimp. Street sex workers 
are the most subject to predatory 
behavior because they work in 
areas that are less visible and 
therefore not as easily monitored 
(vehicles, alleys, motels). In 
addition there is little record of 
the transaction or the agreement, 
as there might be in escort or 
agency work. Street sex workers 
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are also argued to be the sector 
of the industry that is most prone 
to have a history of neglect, abuse 
and drug addiction. 


Myth #1: All sex workers are 
coerced into sex work by men and 
are dominated by them 

In cases where physical or 
emotional coercion does exist, 
it must be taken very seriously 
and those responsible must be 
punished. However, we must 
understand that there are a variety 
of reasons that women enter into 
sex work and while coercion is 


very serious, it is only one reason. 
It is undeniable that some of the 
women within the escort industry 
were _ particularly — vulnerable 
before their entry into sex work; 
however, many of these women 
enter sex work to make their own 
money, to gain flexibility and 
autonomy and/or to live an exotic 
life style. If we assume that in all 
cases of sex work it is men that are 
verbally or emotionally coercing 
women, we not only fail to see the 
systemic injustices that cause sex 
work to remain one of the highest 
paid professions for women, but 





Avoiding The 
Traps Set By 
Those Who 
Are Closed 
Minded 








By Andie A.L. 


Being closed minded means 


being intolerant of the beliefs and 
opinions of others; stubbornly 
unreceptive to new ideas. 

Why do we feel that it is of a great 
importance what others think of 
us? How many times do we argue 
with another person with the sole 
reason to “appear” knowledgeable 
and expecting others to realize 


our wisdom, but the only thing 
that they were able to see was the 
ignorance that we demonstrated. 
| do not know how many times 
| have seen the bait and | fallen 
into the trap ending with the kind 
of results that makes you feel you 
should have withdrawn when you 
had the chance. 

When you get into.an argument 
and suddenly someone _ is 
disagreeing with what you said, 
suddenly it becomes a personal 
attack and you go into the defence 
mode. Whenever you do this you 
already lost. Perhaps you feel 
certain you are right and they 
are wrong, but you can’t seem to 
convince them to see things your 
way. And maybe you are in fact 
right, but that doesn’t prevent the 
other person from resorting to 
irrational arguments to keep from 
agreeing with you. 

When you encounter people who 
are very closed-minded, you'll often 
find yourself becoming resistant 
to the other person’s position. You 
think the problem lies with the 
other person, but if you define 
it that way, you beat your head 
against the wall in frustration. 
The real source of your frustration 
is your resistance, not the other 
person. 

How many times | had asked 
why | have such a strong need 
to be right. What part of me is 
experiencing this resistance? Is it 
possible there's any shred of truth 
in the other person’s position? 

As you explore these questions, 
you'll begin to uncover the part 
of yourself that is resisting what 
the other person represents to 
you. Then you can consciously 
decide if you wish to continue 


we run the risk of “re-enforcing the 
concept of men as intellectually 
and__ psychologically stronger 
than women. It is the old ‘man of 
steel/ woman of Kleenex myth....” 
(McElroy 1995: 121). In some 
cases, choice is present. Assuming 
differently undermines a woman’s 
right to make a choice. 


Myth #2: We must protect the sex 
worker who is incapable of giving 
informed or real consent. 

This view argues that the sex 
worker is either coerced or’ so 
psychologically damaged or 


holding onto that resistance 
or let it go. The more you resist 
about the world, the more time 
you'll spend defending your 
position. Resistance comes from 
your ego. When your ego takes 
ownership of your ideas, it treats 
challenges to your ideas as 
personal challenges, and then you 
feel that strong need to defend 
yourself as this has become very 
personal. But if you keep your 
ideas separate from your ego, 
you'll feel no surge of resistance 
or defensiveness because there 
won't be the need to demonstrate 
that you are right or wrong. 

From this | learned that resistance 


to closed-minded people is an 


issue with my own ego and has 
nothing to do with the other 
person. Resistance _is always 
a lesson in disguise. After 
understanding this, | realize that 
people are free to disagree with 
anything that | happen to say 
and that this has nothing to do 
with me personally. With this new 
understanding | can stay focused 
on contributing rather than 
getting sucked into defending my 
ego's desire to be right. The more 
you equate yourself with your 
position, the more resistance you'll 
experience when your position is 
attacked. 


You can still deal with closed- 


minded people rationally 
without emotionally resisting 
their position. Make an effort to 
see if you can help them become a 
little more open-minded without 
making them wrong. People get 
trapped in  close-mindedness 
due to fear, especially the fear of 
being wrong. Our unconditional 
acceptance and willingness to 
understand helps reduce some of 


socialized by patriarchy to the point 
that she is no longer responsible 
for her actions and is rendered 
incapable of providing any type of 
real consent. Some scholars refer 
to this as the ‘victim narrative, 
which refuses to accept the notion 
of consensual sexual relations or 
sex workers as having agency. 
Opponents to sex work argue 
for the continuation of its illegal 
nature because the point at which 
sex work becomes ‘free choice’ 
is not easily defined. However, 
in many instances, people enter 
contracts that may harm them or 


that fear, which may be enough 
to convince them to lower their 
shields and open themselves to 
new ideas. But if you attack, attack, 
attack, you may win an argument 
now and then, but you'll only drive 
the other person deeper into fear, 
causing them to invest even more 
energy in defending their position. 

You'll probably notice that when 
you get into an argument with a 
closed-minded person, you become 
more rigid and _ close-minded 
yourself, at least temporarily. You 
might even argue with the other 
person in your head for days. But 
the more you develop the ability 
to compassionately accept people 
wherever they are, the more 
open-minded you become. The 
less you resist, the more you can 
understand others. 

Being open-minded doesn't 
mean _ being gullible. Being 
open-minded means that we are 
receptive to ideas and willing 
to consider other perspectives 
to see if they hold any value. If 
they hold no value for you, dump 
them. If they strike a chord with 
you, explore them further. The 
more you can openly consider 
ideas without resisting the people 
behind them, the faster you can 
grow as a human being. And this 
is the thing we are growing and 
learning. 

We haveto bring to our awareness 
that people that have e grown up 
in a dysfunctional family in order 
to survive we learned defensive 
responses. While our reactions 
were shaped by a _ legitimate 
threat in the past, it may now be 
unnecessary. Whenever we are 
in entangled in the vicious circle 
of abuse in any form, we have 
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that assume a degree of risk (think 
of buying a house for instance). 
Is it fair that the Canadian legal 
framework does not respect a 
woman's right to assess the costs 
and benefits or the risks of her 
own choices/decision with what 
to do with her body? Instead, the 
woman considering the possibility 
of sex work as a legitimate way 
to provide for a family becomes 
a political ward for feminists and 
others to make choices for her. 
Recently, in India, a sex worker’s 
cooperative staged a protest with 
a placard that read “save us from 





been trained to defend ourselves 
through: blaming, trying to control 
the issue, withdrawing, getting 
angry and becoming emotionally 
reactive. 

Have you ever been in the 
company of people who seemed 
to enjoy fighting and arguing? 
Some people aren't happy unless 
they are creating chaos, and 
others have to take an opposite 
stance no matter what they truly 
believe. These people are difficult, 
and although they probably have 
their pleasant moments when 
they’re cordial and caring, other 
times they’re confrontational and 
truly impossible. Don’t let them 
bring you down! | have learn that 
instead of lowering ourselves and 
stooping to their miserable level in 
order to win a battle, we can rise 
ourselves and become the hero 
and walk away. And let them brew 
in their own toxicity. 


You'll never nhange their mind 
you will never get them to see 
things the way you see them. 


If someone has an unpleasant 
disposition and is easily angered, 
or if someone goes out of their 
way to pick fights, don’t play into 
their moods or their games. I’ve 
known a few people who liked to 
argue and a couple of others who 
just weren't nice, and | would have 
never changed their minds about 
anything. Even if people like that 
believe what you're saying, they'll 
never admit it. Don’t waste your 
time. If someone likes to argue, 
walk away and do not give them 
the satisfaction to use you as their 
punching bag. 


our saviours.” Sex workers are not 
in denial about the challenges 
their industry faces, but they want 
to face them on their own. They do 
not want their choices invalidated 
by people who claim to “know 
better.” 


Myth #3 Sex work is violence 
against women, it is degrading 
and objectifying and reinforces 
their own oppression. 

Some view the sex worker as 
a victim who must be “saved” 
because they believe the very act 
of sex work is morally wrong. This 


Don’t respond to their actions. 


Someone who likes to argue and 
wants to take their argument a step 
ortwo further with demonstrations 
of how they can win through 
intimidation or through insults; 
they truly are wanting attention. 
Don't give them the attention 
they’re seeking. Go about your 
business as if nothing were wrong, 
and don't respond to immature 
outbursts and fits of anger. They'll 
either get over the problem, or 
they can remove themselves from 
the room. 

It's hard not to answer someone 
who likes to argue and fight, and 
| must admit I’ve thrown a few 
verbal punches to no avail. No 
matter how carefully you choose 
your words, and no matter how 
rational your argument may 
be, those who like to argue for 
arguments sake will never back 
down. This is why you might as 
well bite your tongue when in the 
presence of someone who likes 
to argue. Sometimes you can say 
more by not saying anything at all. 


People like to hook you into an 
argument. 


Understand that argumentative 
people, especially if they tend to 
become aggressive, have a deep- 
rooted personal problem. They 
like to argue, and they like to win 
— period. We must understand 
that people’s opinions of us do 
not define us - they say more 
about the kind of people they are. 
Therefore, now | know | have the 
freedom to give my opinion but at 
the same time, | am able to respect 
the opinion of others. 


view purports that men reduce 
women to sexual objects, which 
means that women are used only 
for their body parts. For these 
reasons, it is argued that sex 
work cannot be recognized as 
work like any other and that sex 
workers’ rights would legitimize 
a relationship of domination. This 
view purports that the physical 
interaction of having sex is too 
sacred, too intimate and non- 
saleable. However, it too closely 
links sexuality or the use of “certain 
body parts,’ with the conception 
of one’s self. For some reason, it is 
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considered different from the sale 
of other types of labour within 
the market. Clearly, the notion 
of selling one’s self, when using 
one’s sexuality for monetary gain 
is a social construct in itself. Since 
when has a person's sexuality 
become a person’s humanity? And 
if we believe this, then how is the 
sale of one’s ideas or skills not also 
akin to the selling of a person's 
humanity? 








a: 


PETER GOLDRING 


Member of Parliament 
Edmonton East 





GOLDRING CALLS FOR 
NATIONAL HOMELESS STANDARDS 


Peter Goldring says controversy over a proposed 
“warehouse project” for chronically homeless people in Terwil- 
legar Towne emphasizes the urgent need for standardized 
definitions and methodology to be implemented in order to 
better help those in need. 

On October 16, 2013, Mr. Goldring submitted a motion to 
Parliament, calling on the federal government to set in national 
standards, for counting the homeless, including: 

e nationally recognized point in time for counts taking place; 

e nationally recognized definitions of who is homeless; 

e nationally recognized methodology on how the count takes 
place, and 

e nationally agreed-upon criteria and methodology in determin- 
ing who is homeless. 


A survey conducted in all major Canadian municipalities that 
presently count their homeless population, done on the same 
date and time and using the same agreed-upon criteria and 
methodology would provide statistically useful data to allow 
governments to better help the homeless. Mr. Goldring points 
out that: “Different homeless counts in different cities have 
used different definitions of chronically homeless, and defining 
methodology to conduct homeless count.” 


He further notes that Canadian homeless counts are done in 
a haphazard fashion, at different times and using different 
methodology, unlike in the United States. Without national defi- 
nitions and standards the concept of “homeless” can mean 
something vastly different in Edmonton than it does in Toronto. 
The chronically homeless definition, creatively applied, can 
equate to big grant dollars to so-called “non-profits.” A single 
point in time for conducting homeless surveys would give gov- 
ernments a clearer picture of the extent of the problem. For 
governments to allocate funds for affordable housing projects 
and services for Canada’s homeless, it is crucial to know ex- 
actly who the homeless are, where they live and how to best 
help them, goals that can be achieved through this motion be- 
fore Parliament. The motion was debated in Parliament March 
24, 

What do you think? 





780-495-3261 www.petergoldring.ca 
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PAVEMENT STORIES 


Pavement Stories is a research 
project conducted by John 
Whitaker with a grant from 
Homeward Trust. For the project 
ten people over the age of 40, 
who have experienced at least 
five years of homelessness, were 
interviewed. Stories from the 
interviews are being published in 
Alberta Street News. In this issue 
we have Belle’s story from an 
interview with Belle last summer. 
She went from being a school 
teacher to being homeless on 
the streets in Edmonton. She 
currently lives in a small rented 
house 


Belle's Story 
Continued 


Belle: “The House of Refuge had 
food and the clothing was the 
Mustard Seed. | used to clothe 
myself there and | used to have to 
live in my back pack on my back 
and whatever clothes, if | liked 
something, because | lived down 
at the river. | had another tent just 
for my closet and for clothing | 
liked, but if it rained then all those 
clothes were getting mouldy and 
mildewed and | had to throw them 
out. | got socks and as soon as they 
were dirty, | got a new pair and | 
threw the other ones away because 
you can't pack all that around with 
you because you get tired; your 
feet get tired. 


“When the police see a back pack 
on you, they look down on you. 
They knew that you were homeless 
and they would keep an eye on you 
at all times. | would go into a store 
and people would be watching 
me and | don’t steal anything, not 
even a candy bar but you would 
see these eyes looking at you and 
watching you, every corner that 
you took, every aisle that you went 
down, they were watching you and 


- Belle 


they would watch you until you 
left the building. So | feel for these 
people who are good, like there's 
somebody down on the street, 
some drastic thing happened to 
them, something happened in 
their life that made them turn 
away from their family, turn away 
from their normal way of living. | 
turned away from my kind of life 
because my husband died and 
it was so drastic, and | started 
drinking. And | did drugs too, 
you know, but drugs were to help 
me not remember, it took all my 
memory away and then | forgot 
how to be happy again, | forgot 
how to be a person. 


“My son was not in my life when | 
came to Alberta. He chose not to be 
in my life because he could not see 


his mother the way she was and | 
chose not to see him because | was 
into drugs and alcohol and | chose 
that path only because | wanted to 
forget. | didn’t want to remember 
who! was any more because death 
was all around me. You know, my 
best friend died, my brother died, 
and it was just too much for me 
to take and the only way to stop 
that was to do drugs. And | always 
had a dose on me because as soon 
as one left, another dealer would 
come and cook up and leave me a 
whole bunch of drugs. | was always 
supplied. 


There are not too many very 
good memories on the street. 
When you're living out there 
you've got to always watch your 
back but a good memory was at 
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the Bissell Centre down here they 
asked to write. They get people 
involved in activities and one was 
a writing session and | just decided 
to sit down there and that was a 
really good memory because | sat 
down for the first time and | wrote. 
| used to write my journals since 
1983, in fact | don’t know how | 
kept my book but | still have that 
book from 1983 with my writing. 
And so | wrote an article, a paper, 
on a lady, what it was like to be a 
lady on the streets and | titled it 
“Lady”. | said what its like when 
you come from a proper, well not 
really proper, upbringing because 
| had a really terrible upbringing, 
and when you come on the streets 
of Edmonton and | taught myself 
how to be a good person. 








- Clifford 
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Clifford 


I've got two years university in 
Regina. | was studying Native 
Studieto be a social worker. I’m a 
cook, | have my Heavy Equipment 
tickets, | have firefighter tickets but 
| can’t see out of my right eye so 
that kind of throws everything off 
kilter, so | sell Alberta Street News. 


| came to Edmonton about five 
years back. | was at Calgary for 
about two years. Before that | was 
at Penticton, | livedin Penticton and 
Princeton, Chilliwack, Nanaimo, up 


in Whitehorse, Yukon. | travelled 
all over. An ordinary day is pretty 
good, like, you know. I’m with the 
boys all the time, you know, and 
they have seizures, and some of 
them fall down and some of them 
just shake but | got a phone. I’ve 
got the only phone out of the 
crowd so | stay with them. There 
are about four men and there 
are two women and we're always 
together. But | left them down at 
the bank - they were going to try 
and get their bank cards because 
one was robbed and the other 
one, who knows, | don't know, it’s 


hectic when you live on the street, — 


you've got to watch yourself every 

night, got to be careful who you 
invite into your camp but it’s an all 

right life you know. 


| slept in a back alley last night, 
under kind of a built-in walkway so 
we stayed out of the rain anyway. 
There were just two of us last night 
but the other ones are sleeping 
down on 95th over there, about 
three or four of them sleep there. 
| try to avoid the shelters because 
everybody's farting and got 
stinking feet, we try to avoid those 
places. | do go to Club 55, that’s 
where | go and have a shower 
and change of clothes, also | go 
to John Howard Society and | get 
help from them like a toothbrush, 
toothpaste, razors, shirts. 


| get up pretty early. I'll say we 
got up this morning about 6:30 
and we came down and found the 
rest of the crew and so we started 


| 


: 
: 


| was on the street and that 
concrete wrapped its arms around 


_ me and that was my story that | 


was telling you about, the good 
about what I’ve learned on the 
streets. | was writing that article 
at the Bissell, “Lady”, and when 
you're walking down the street, 
all of a sudden your ankles go into 
the concrete and then your knees 
are into the concrete and then 
pretty soon your hips are into the 
concrete, pretty soon the only 
thing above the concrete is your 
head and then pretty soon your 
heart becomes so hardened and 
you stop feeling who you were at 
one time. And that concrete has 
sucked you down and how do you 
lift yourself up and become that 
lady again, it’s a learning process. 
| choose to come up above that 
concrete, that cement, that had 
its arms wrapped around me, 
engulfed me, until | became a 
person with no heart. And when | 
started becoming, washing those 
dishes at the House of Refuge 
Mission, that’s when | started to 
become a lady. It’s incredible, 
isn't it. Yeah. And it had to begin 
somewhere and that was by doing 
dishes, dirty dishes at a homeless 
mission. It’s incredible. 


So unless people down my street 
choose to be different, choose to 
make a difference in their life and 
turn themselves around it will 
never happen. You will be there 
until- that- cement has engulfed 
you and pretty soon you're below, 
you're below the ground, six feet 
below the ground, your life is over 
because you're dead because your 
mind becomes dead. And mine 
was just about dead. It was so dead 
that even for me to go do my taxes 
at Canada Place, | didn’t know how 
to do that, | didn’t know how to 
gather my T-4s because | was brain 
dead, because | didn't care. It’s 
such a big thing for people on the 
street, they become brain dead, 
they forgot to feel, they don’t want 
to feel anymore because feeling 
hurts, it hurts to feel. 


“| started doing good things for 
people at the House of Refuge and 


off there. At ten o'clock we hit the 
liquor stores and after that it’s just, 
how we bide our time, having a 
drink or | come to work over here 
on 103rd and Jasper and the other 
boys they go down by Sobey’s 
over there. Keeps us going. We eat 
from the Dollar Store or Sobey’s. 
Sobey’s is pretty cheap for meat, 
like, you know, roasted ribs and 
chicken. 


I've got papers on me all the 
time, pretty well all the time. | 
could sell ten papers or | could sell 
five papers. The money is there 
because they know me here at this 
corner. After that | go find the boys 
again, a little gang, and they’re 
pretty well down on 95th over 
there, yeah. At night we just sit 


‘could you give me a coat, | need 
a blanket to sleep with, | need a 
pillow, | need a pan, | need, | need, 
I need! And | just, you know when 
you give, all of asudden you have a 
heart, you start caring for people. | 
lived down in the river for two and 
a half years and | the snow was up 
to my knees and | was trying to 
climb that hill and | couldn't get to 
the top because it was too slippery 
and too much snow. But | needed 
to get up there to help somebody, 
somebody needed a blanket - if 
| had a spare blanket in my tent, | 
would give it to them. Anything. 
A smile, that’s what made a 
different, that’s a big difference 
if a person says thank you for a 
bowl of soup, that’s everything, 
that’s totally everything. You 
made somebody happy that day, 
you put a smile on their face, it’s 
incredible, just a smile, that’s what 
made a difference. It’s not about 
what | did, it’s what that person 
did, smiled and said thank you. It 
puts a smile on my face and I’m not 
even there. If | could help another 
person come out of that | would 
be right there, yeah. 


“One bad memory that | did 
have on the streets was when | was 
serving soup and this woman kept 
on butting in, butting in, butting 
in and she wanted more soup after 
the fourth bowl. | said she could 
not have another bowl of soup, 
there’s other people that haven't 
eaten yet. And when everybody is 
finished eating then you can have 
more. When we locked up! walked 
down the street. | had long braids. 
Somebody pulled my braid from 
behind and knocked me down 
on the street and really kicked me 
and just booted me and booted 
me. There was blood everywhere 
- she bit my leg, right through my 
jeans. The blood was all over and 
my legs are really strong because 
that’s all | ever did was walk, up 
the hill and back down, right from 
the valley, you know, so my legs 
were really, really strong. When 
she booted me | got her down also 
and | turned her around with my 
legs ‘and | was just about to give 
her one big punch but | stopped 
in midair because | knew that God 


around and drink and then go to 
sleep. | came over from Penticton 
in 2002, | believe, and it’s been that 
way ever since. 


| can't really think of any good 
memories. When my wife was alive, 
you know, we had good times and 
now it’s just...... she passed away 
around Christmas Eve last year. 
My birthday’s on Christmas Day, 
and | got home. | guess maybe 
her sister and | made her mad and 
she kicked us out and when | went 
back home on the 27th | found her 
under the dream catcher in the 
living room and she was facing the 
wrong way. | went to her and she 
was bleeding out of her nose so | 
took Kleenex and | wiped her off 
and | got scared and | ran out of the 


says, ‘vengeance is mine’ and | 
stopped in midair. | just stopped. 
| was just so piped up, like | was 
really going to knock her one, but 
| stopped in midair, so a month 
later she gave her heart over to the 
Lord. 


Another one was these three 
ladies had cornered me and they 
beat me and | had cuts all over 
my face. | went to the Royal Alex 
because my brother was in there, 
my best friend, and by the time 
| got there, there were icicles in 
my hair and blood and he was 
combing my hair strand by strand 
by strand as the blood dripped off 
onto the floor. That was a really 
bad memory. So living out there is 
very dangerous in today’s society, 
it’s very, very dangerous. 


“Waiting to get into the Mission 
for a mat the rule is you can’t get 
in until after 8:30. By that time it’s 
dark and you have to be over there 
in the cold. You get a cardboard 
box from the Brick and we'd have 
a BBQ cardboard box and we'd 
make a little house of it and just sit 
outside the building where you're 
supposed to go in to go to sleep. 
And we'd have a blanket over the 
box so the snow wouldn't get in it. 

“It’s been incredible. When | first 
came here | had no idea what it 
was to live that kind of life. | never 
knew a homeless person, I’d never 
seen a homeless person. What 
made me homeless. | stopped 
praying because the man | was 
supposed to marry - | was with 
him for five years and he died on 
me and he was all that | had, him 
and my brother and then two 
years later my brother died so | 
really wanted to die.” 


Belle survived life threatening 
illnesses — first she had a brain 
aneurysm. She was given a 50-50 
chance of surviving the surgery, 
but when she was scheduled for 
the operation, she was bitten by a 
brown spider. The venom affected 
her heart, so the surgery was 
postponed for months. 


“| did not want to live any longer 


house and then when it came to 
me, | phoned a friend, and he told 
me to go back to the apartment 
and phone 911, that’s what | did. 
But it was too late because she 
was cold already when | got there. 
We got the autopsy report this 
morning, her sister and | and they 
said somewhere on the 22nd she 
passed away and | got home on 
the 27th so she was gone already 
gone. It’s been hard. 


We had an apartment way over 
on Century Park and when she 
passed away | moved out. | gave all 
of her belongings to her sister and 
family and | went out on the street 
with the boys. A person's got to 
do what he has to do, right. That's 
why we travel four or five together. 


ALBERTA STREETNEWS 13 


and so when | had my brain 
aneurism | thought this is my 
chance to die but it didn’t happen. 
And five months later | had twelve 
heart attacks and my chances of 
my heart living were ten percent. 
| thought this is my chance to die. 
It was a good day to die because 
| was ready to die. | did not want 
to live any longer. | really did not 
want to live. | was homeless. | had 
nothing, | had absolutely nothing. 
And at that time | knew | was going 
to die, because | had a ten percent 
chance and they had to re-arrange 
my whole heart, re-do my whole 
heart and | knew | was going to 
die and on the way through the 
corridor | said, ‘for | shall not die 
but live and declare the works of 
the Lord forever, and | thought, 
who am | kidding, | want to die. 
“They stuck a needle in my arm 
and | was supposed to sleep for 
twenty-four hours and | slept for 
seven days and seven nights. On 
the third night! caught pneumonia 
and the doctor said to my best 
friends that | was not going to 
live past midnight - she caught 
pneumonia and she will not live. 


“It seemed like every church was 
praying, they must have been, 
because | am alive today but | did 
die. 


“So then | got out of the hospital, 
| don’t know how much longer, 
because it seemed like I’d been in 
there for such a long time. | was 
the first patient in Mazankowski 
Hospital to undergo a quadruple 
bypass. And | was homeless when 
| got out. And slept wherever | 
could find a park bench and | was 
a school teacher. It’s incredible 
because | had no clue what it was 
like to be homeless. 


| like to really learn from the 
mistakes that | make. And to know 
before | make a mistake, because 
that’s a learning process. 
When you touch a burner, it’s 
going to be hot; you don’t touch a 
burner any more, basically. 


www.trc.ca. 


Because we defend each other. | 
go to Johnny’s, | call John Howard 
Johnny and | go in there and get 
what | need and then | usually 
come to 55 and have a shower, 
have something to eat there too. | 
sleep outside in the in the winter, 
too. | find air vents and lots of 
blankets, maybe three blankets to 
stay warm that way. We all pretty 
well stay together. 


We gather at the liquor store 
on 95th and Jasper. That’s where 
we meet up or at the Hub Medical 
Centre, nine o'clock we scoot over 
there so it’s not hard to find them. 
| don’t bother the police, they 
don't bother you. I’ve done time, 
you know, but once in awhile they 
come along and make us dump 
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out our beers, but really nothing 
bad. 

I'd like to learn how to be a 
better person with my alcoholism. 
That’s about it. | like my life, you 
know. It might be hectic at times 
when it rains or snows but usually 
| make do with what we get. All 
I've got is in my backpack. I’ve 
got maybe a shirt in there, razor 
blades, deodorant. | did have a 
pair of pants but | gave them to 
my friend, that’s the way we work, 
we help each other out. | go to 
John Howard's and they give us 
jackets or we go to St. Vincent de 





Sharon 





I'm fifty-six. I'm from the 
Northwest Territories. I’ve been in 
Edmonton since December 17, ’87. 
| completed Grade 6, my teacher 
failed me and then | went to a 
special ed class and then started 
Grade 7 about three times and | 
quit. Then | have my GED 10. 
| took a receptionist training course 
in 84/85 and | was also helping my 
dad. My sisters and | would help 
our dad because he was blind so 
we used to have to read to him 
and be his secretaries, write out 
for him, and then he taught me 
how to dispatch cabs to be a cab 
dispatcher. | worked in the bar, | 
was a bartender, barmaid, bouncer 
and | worked as a clerk at the Bay 
back home, worked as a flag girl, | 
Just did jobs like that. 

I've been living on the streets 
this last time for three and a half 
years. | was living with my ex for 
ten and a half years and then he 
kicked me out and so | stayed with 
my daughter for a few months and 
she ended up in jail so | ended up 
over at React and just from there 
it was just an escape, the Hope 
Mission, React and couch surfing. 

| get to meet a lot of good people 
[on the streets]. The people down 
here realize - you know if you just 
mind your own business and you 
treat people with respect, you'll 
get respect back and it’s good that 
way because you get to see people 
helping other people. If they 
have something that they can't 
use or they think that you could 
use then they'll give it to you and 
then they'll help. They helped me 
to know where to go for help and 
so they're pretty good. | ended 
up getting my lip split and | just 
missed getting my soft spot cut 
[top of head] and that was from 
drinking. | was drunk. | don’t know 
what happened and the next 
thing | know | was looking in the 
mirror and | looked like Carey in 
the movie when all the blood was 
coming out on her face and then | 
blacked out and | woke up in the 
Royal Alexandra Hospital with the 
doctor stitching my lip together 
and he stitched the top of my head. 

| get up at six when you get kicked 
out of the Hope, the Hope Mission, 
so then we usually just go over to 
the Bissell Centre, wait until seven 
o'clock and have coffee, or else 
go to the Sreakfast Club Tuesday, 
Wednesday and Thursday from 
seven to nine and then breakfast 
over at the Hope at eight and then 
I've got appointments to make. | 


Paul, way up on 111th over there 
and get some warm clothes. | 
would tell them [Edmontonians] 
the truth, like | was paying $950 
for a little bed at a house over 
there and my friend lived in the 
same room and he was paying 
$950 a month and so were the two 
brothers. They were charging us 
$950 a bloody month apiece. So 
you take that and you multiply it 
by four times, you’re coming out 
with over $2,000, $3,000 a month, 
for what? You know, you get up 
in the morning, you have a little 
cereal and it was not nutritious 





want to go see people at Housing 
and just whatever | can get done, 
doctors’ appointments, and then 
| get lunch at the Hope again if 
I’m not doing anything and if | am 
drinking that day, I'll drink and 
then go for supper at five and then 
wait until eight-thirty so there's a 
lot of waiting, a lot of standing in 
line. | go have a shower in one of 
three or four places but a lot of it 
is just visiting with people, having 
coffee, you know, coffee or tea, 
or just walking, going the library, 
going to the mall. | was going to 
visit my mum and sister but we're 
on the outs. 
| go to the Breakfast Club. It’s is 
a church on 96 and 110A Avenue 
and it’s a Lutheran church and 
they have breakfast. They serve 
pancakes, toast, porridge and 
sometimes they've got pastries or 
boiled eggs and they have coffee, 
juice and water, so you get to go 
over there and you have your 
breakfast. It’s opened until nine 
oclock and whatever is left like 
in the way of toast and pancakes, 
they put them in bags for the last 
people, whoever wants it. Tuesday, 
Wednesday, Thursday you get 
breakfast over at the Salvation 
Army at seven-thirty | think until 
eight-thirty. 
| use the Bissell for clothes or 
| go to the Mustard Seed on 105 
and 114th or St. Vincent de Paul 
and there’s a church that opened 
up not too long ago called Father’s 
House and | guess they have 
clothes there too. And you can go 
to a few places for coffee or tea or 
just to sit and visit or rest. 
| went over to the Operation 
Friendship once but they wouldn't 
serve me. They kicked me out 
because they didn't believe me 
that | was fifty-six. So in a way it 
was a compliment and in a way | 
was a little choked because you 
know | wasn't lying. 
| think about the only services 
needed would be another place 
to just sit because the Bissell 
Centre closes at four-thirty and 
so from there you're wandering 
around. Everything else is closed, 
you can't do anything until eight- 
thirty or nine o'clock and if you 
go to the Mustard Seed a lot of 
times they won't let you in if they 
smell alcohol on your breath, even 
though you're not drinking that 
day but the day before. So a lot of 
people don’t have anywhere to go 
from four-thirty until eight-thirty. 
You can’t go to the other places 
when you are drinking. 
There needs to be another place 
to just sit because the Bissell 


food, you got hungry so you 
come downtown and pick up at 
the Dollar Store. That’s how we 
survived. We lost a lot of friends 
through them having pneumonia 
or just freezing on the street. It’s 
not a very good life to live on the 
street but who is going to pay 
$950 a month for one little bed. 


Life is just the way | make it. | 
could go up to Fort Vermillion to 
live with my sister or | could go to 
Regina and stay with my daughter 
but! don’t want to put any pressure 
on them. | can’t work and | only 


Centre closes at four-thirty and 
so from there you're wandering 
around, everything else is closed, 
you can't do anything until eight- 
thirty or nine o'clock and if you 
go to the Mustard Seed a lot of 
times they won't let you in if they 
smell alcohol on your breath, even 
though you're not drinking that 
day but the day before. So a lot 
of people don’t have anywhere 
to go from four-thirty until eight- 
thirty. “If you have been drinking 
you can go over to the Hope but 
they'll just give you a bagged 
lunch, a sandwich, an orange and 
a granola bar and then you don't 
have anything to eat until the next 
morning at eight or seven. And 
then winter coming up, like I’m 
kind of worried, I’m hoping to have 
a place by winter or by the fall time 
but there’s a lot of people that 
don’t have anywhere to go and | 
won't have anywhere to go if I’ve 
been drinking. And then over at 
the Mustard Seed, it’s a nice place 
over there but where else can you 
go. So people go to the library, but 
| used to go over to the Greyhound 
and if | had enough money | could 
get a coffee at the A & W and just 
sit there and read the paper. 

It would be good if the Bissell 
centre stayed open until at least 
five, you know, but other than 
that, they’re doing pretty good 
because you can do a laundry, 
have a shower there. They’re 
pretty good. (Note: This winter, 
the Bissell started staying open 24 
hours a day.) 

The Co-op is about the same 
as the Bissell, they're really good 
there too. We have coffee every 
hour and then they have a lunch 
at eleven-thirty. In the winter time 
they open at six in the morning, 
I'd forgotten about that but they 
do open at six in the morning and 
they close at eight-thirty. 

If you can’t go tp the Hope 
mission you can go to the Spady 
and if you can't sleep there, if 
they’re full, then you can’t do 
anything, you just walk the streets 
or go sit ina bus shelter. | had to do 
that and | went to the Royal Alex 
Hospital one time and sat there 
but then you get kicked out there 
too. So there's really nowhere, you 
just walk. 

The police are okay, you know, 
they do their job. On the whole, 
the policemen are pretty nice, as 
long as you're obeying the law of 
course but other than that, they’re 
not bad. 

| didn’t start off drinking all the 
time. | quit drinking for five and 
a half years and then with the 


get my welfare once a month so it 
wouldn't be fair to them. 


| got Colin [Boyle Street Co- 
op worker], he’s a street worker 
and he is trying do his best to 
find a residence for us but it’s 
hard sometimes, it’s really hard, 
losing our stuff, you know, we - 
get drunk and fall asleep and lose 
our baggage, my sister-in-law she 
got robbed the other day, just 
the other day, for her wallet and 
everything. She had money in her 
wallet but she went to sleep alone. 


circumstances happening in my 
life, | didn’t really know where to 
go for help and then | had joined 
the Christian Women’s League but 
| started drinking and so then they 
kind of left me so | didn’t know 
what to do. You end up getting 
lost, you drink to forget what 
had happened and then the next 
thing you know, you're drinking 
because you need to drink. So it 
just becomes a cycle and then 
some people don’t understand 
and so they try to get pushy, push 
a person to get help in some way 
and then a lot of people are lost, 
don't know how to utilize the help. 
You have feelings of guilt and 
shame and anger just because you 
do run into people that are very 
judgmental, you know. They don’t 
look at the reason why you started 
off, they just look at what you 
are now, not what you were like 
before, so it just becomes a vicious 
cycle. | feel very ashamed to go 
anywhere else out of downtown 
because of the scar | got, because 
| get a lot of looks and you know, 
you get some mean people. They 
laugh or make comments and so 
| don't leave the downtown and 
| don't like looking in the mirror. 
There are a lot of us girls like that 
down here and | don't think it’s 
vanity because somebody told me 
once it was just being vain, it’s not 
being vain. It’s just | don’t need 
to be laughed at, looked at, and | 
think, it’s just a scar and | look and 
| see other people down here and. 
they're in worse shape than | am 
and | can imagine what they’re like 
east people should just learn not 
to be judgmental. 

I'd like to learn how to help 
people down here to get out from 
under, because I’m trying to get 
out from under. | have a boyfriend 
now and he's got a job now doing 
his trade, so he’s working out of 
town and I’m here and I’m looking 
for a place. As soon as | get myself 
settled | want to be able to help 
people down here to know that it’s 
not as hard as it seems. Give them 
some encouragement. 

Just that, come down here and 
talk to people, one on one and find 
out. Keep an open mind and listen 
to some of the stories people have 
to say because | thought that my 
life was bad until | came down here 
and I’ve met people. It’s horrible. 
So just come down and talk to 
people and listen to their stories. It 
would really help a lot of people to 
understand that we're not all just 
down here addicts and getting 
drunk because we love to drink, or 
whatever drugs they’re doing. You 
know, there's a reason for it. 
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By Robert Champion 


Another Milestone 
- A Part of Life 


Another milestone for me - 
hit my 20th year selling papers. 
Also just turned 63 on January 
24th. Can hardly wait for my 65th 
- I'll be eligible for my pension. 
Hopefully | can continue selling 
papers. Also its been about a year 
and a half since | lost Lorna, my 
common law partner for about 
35 years. The longest relationship 
| had before Lorna was just about 
two years — 1971-72. | was married 
just before my 21st birthday. Had 
a daughter Sherine Angela in 
November 71. With Lorna in Nov. 
77 |had a daughter Lori Anne. Both 
girls/young women met in New 
Westminster. B.C. 


Vulnerable On The Street 


Being a vendor selling street 
papers for nearly 20 years, | know 
the challenges of vending papers, 
such as the weather, finding a 
good spot to sell your paper, being 
harassed by drunks, panhandlers 
and sometimes the police, rarely 
does it happen but likely to be 
bothered by security guards. We 
are very vulnerable as vendors 
because we have little to defend 
ourselves with. Rarely would you 
find anyone to come along and 
protect us, or rarely would you find 
a police officer nearby. For sure | 

_ see a big difference between 1994 
and today selling papers on the 
street —- a more unpredictable and 
dangerous place to be. Definitely 
| see more social unrest, more 
homeless persons. 


Pies. St hs ey ee 
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Grieving 
— It Seems To Be Endless 


Grieving is kind of like having a 
bad case of the flu — never seems 
to end. There is no pill or medicine 
your can take, only time will end 
the pain and depression. | could 
probably get a prescription for 
the depression but don’t want 
it. Being around friends or good 
people has been a big help. 
Loneliness is something I’ve got 
used to - being by myself. | have 
no family here in Calgary and the 
family | do have out in BC lower 
mainland | have no contact with 
so | am virtually by myself. I’ve 
got a TV, my music and records, 
tapes and CD's and radio to keep 
me company. Grieving of a lost 
one takes a long time - there is no 
time limit. 


Single Life sucks 


Single life sucks, no one to talk 
to when | come home, no one 
to say good-bye to when | leave 
and coming home to an empty 
apartment with no one to share 
my records with or my music. 
Lorna liked country, but she also 
liked classic rock, 60's, 70's. 80's 
up to some 90's. Miss calling her 
up on the landline. Miss our pizza 
nights. once a month, Chicago 
Deep dish, back bacon and tomato 
or pineapple. Liked our occasional 
trips to Sunridge Mall; Zellers was 
my favourite store. Also we'd go 
for something to eat, either in the 
food court or at MacDonald. The 
little things | miss the most. 


Don't Know 


Don't know if I'll truly ever be 
happy again. It is a very sad time 
for me. It’s now been over a year 
since Lorna, my common law wife, 
passed. We never married — we 
were happy just to be together. 
It'll be hard for me to move on 
because | don’t know what | am or 
what I’ll be moving on to. Perhaps 
one day further down the road I'll 
find someone who | can be happy 
with like maybe a girlfriend or a 
companion. 


Moments In Time 


Back in New Westminster, BC. in 
the early seventies — 72-74, | tried 
different drugs, heavier drugs, 
MOA, Acid, LSD, cocaine, but never 
put a needle in my arm. In 1972- 
74 my main hangout was the Mr. 
Sport hotel. | worked for four 
different drug dealers, mainly sold 
MOA. Seemed the more | did the 
more it took to get off. There was a 
big drug bust so | gave it up; all my 
drug dealers got busted. 


My first experience with drugs 
was back in 1969 at the age of 18. | 
had my first experience with pot. | 
had barely started dating. More or 
less gave up all drugs just before 
| met Lorna near the end of 1977. 
Still Occasionally smoked pot or 
hash, but loved my beer. Used to 
love the high | got from acid and 
MDA, my two favourite drugs. 
Never really had a bad trip, and 
loved my rock and roll! 


A Good Sign - Sort Of 


A good sign spring is not that 
far off. Days are getting longer, 
less darkness more sunlight, 
nights getting shorter. Christmas 
is becoming more and more 
a thing of the past, a distant 
memory. Valentine's day another 
sign that spring isn’t far away. 
Romance, candy and flowers, 
home and garden shows, a sure 
sign spring isn’t far off. There’s no 
future without a past and fond 
memories. Helps one to move on, 
sometimes memories help to ease 
the pain. 


Steady As She Goes 


Not an easy transition having to 
all of a sudden find out you're all 
alone, single. | know what people 
have told me - you're not alone. 
God is with you and so is Lorna. 
I've got 35 years to try and put 
behind me. Going on two years 
since Lorna passed away and yet 
it feels like it was almost yesterday. 
She passed away in our apartment 
which | am glad for. | gave her CPR 
and the medics did all they could 
on August 24, 2012. 
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Rob’s Say Of The Day 


Choose your friends carefully. 
Don’t turn a blind eye if you 
see trouble coming. Can’t buy 
friendship; it has to be earned 
and respected. You'll never find 
or are not likely to find a true 
friend on Face book or in the 
social media world. Best to try to 
get out into the real world. There 
you will meet people and make 
friends, true friends. Be kind and 
understanding. 


Free Meals In 
Red Deer 


Barahcah Place 


4611-50 Avenue 
Lunch — 12:00 to 1:00 p.m. Monday to 
Friday 





Loaves and Fishes 

6002-54 Avenue 

403 347-1844 

Supper - 5:00 to 7:00 p.m. Monday, 
Wednesday and Friday 


Potter's Hands, 

4935-51 Street 

403 309-4246 

Breakfast - 6:00 a.m. to 7:30 a.m. Monday 
to Friday 

9:00 to 11:00 a.m. Saturday 

Lunch — 11:30 to 1:00 p.m. Monday 
Supper — 5:00 to 7:00 p.m. Tuesday 


Seventh Day Adventist Church 
5014 — 49 Street 

403 341-4470 

Supper 4:30 to 5:30 p.m. 
Thursday and Saturday 


Jokes 


fo Ma "/ay-) melem ole me (emi ata maize) 
Snails are having a fight? 


A. You leave them to slug it 
out! 


Q. What do you get when 
you cross a cheetah anda 
burger? 


A. Fast Food! 


Lo Mal aY-) aro) bl are melon elelcals | o)ial—>) 
make when they kiss? 


A. Ouch! 
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International Network of Street Papers (INSP) 
Conference Celebrates 20th Anniversary 


2014 will be a big year for Glasgow. In August, following the Commonwealh 
Games, the annual INSP conference will be brought back to its home city 
to celebrate its 20th anniversary (12th-15th August 2014). Conferences 
are an important resource for street newspaper staff to learn from one 
another. Searge Lareault, Director, UItineraire, Montreal, Canada, said, 
“The conference equips our colleagues with practical tools and strategies 
to operate successful street papers in their home countries. But more 
than that, it’s about everyone leaving the conference energized and with 
a few new friends that they can turn to along the way. Starting a street 
paper isn’t easy. And it’s even harder to keep the momentum going year 
after year. But that’s the magic of INSP. 


Alberta Street News Attending INSP Conference 


Lat year was the second INSP conference attended by a representative 
from Alberta Street News (Edmonton Street News). We sent Britney White 
to the conference in Montreal in 2005. In 2013, Angelique Branston 
attended the conference in Munich, Germany, and came back with new 
ideas to share with other newspaper staff here in Edmonton. This year we 
are hoping to be able to send representatives to the conference again. 

Unlike the larger street newspapers that pay their staff to attend the 
conferences as a part of their job, Alberta Street News does not have a 
budget to pay conference expenses. This means anyone who wants 
to attend has to find funding. Any donations to the Edmonton Street 
Newspaper Society or Alberta Street News designated towards conference 
expenses or money raised at fundraising events will be shared among 
delegates if there is more than one. 


Fund Raising Campaign For Alberta Street News To Send 
Delegates To The INSP Conference 


Pssst, Ladies and Gentlemen, it’s me, Mr. McLooney . We are trying to 
raise funds to attend an The International Network of Street News Papers 
conference on from August 13,through 15th, 2014, in Glasgow, Scotland. 
Is it possible for you to donate a loonie, toonie or any type of coloured 
dollar bill? For our team, that has lots of self-esteem, ands dream is to 
further educate both the vendors and Alberta's Street Newspapers team. 
Yes! We need your donation, and any amount makes you a great sensation. 
It is not an atrocity if it’s not in a huge velocity any donation is appreciated 
for this cause, and our bank account. 
| would also like you to know that we are trying to rasie funds possibly 
with fundraiser show. Throughout this summer we will be seeking 
other funding for our Street News Papers Staff and Vendor(s) that 
want to attend the conference in Scotland. 


MISSION 


Edmonton Street News Society provides a voice, 
employment and social support to those who need these, 
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Values/Beliefs/Guiding Principles 
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beleive that everyone deserves the opportunity to earn 
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others. We Value passion and determination . We beleive 
everyone deserves the opportunity to learn, develop and use 
communication skills. 








We are also accepting Air Mile Points towards airfare for the Conference. If 
you wish and have extra funds to contribute for us, please send a cheque 
or money order to Edmonton Street News Society, 9533-106A Avenue, 
Edmonton, Alberta, TSH 0S9 


_| TEACH YOGA 


| Yoga Instructors’Training 
with Linda Dumont, Edmonton 

| Senior Instructor YAA, FK 

| Weekends, May 31 - June 29,2014 

fe $1,100. 
*,| Books by Linda Dumont: 

Yoga with Linda and Shaun - $30 
Gentle Yoga Using a Chair - $20 


| am also available to teach 
classes in your workplace or 
community centre. 

To register for a course or to buy 
a book call Linda at 780-428-0805 
or 

email: dumontic@hotmail.com 


